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Not Sure 


Author's Notes: 


Oh, god.. This prompt.. One of my fave pairings.. And | love seeing John with either short and long hair, and 
certainly with a little stubble, so | was sold immediately.. So | hope you like this fic as much as | liked writing 
it. Very merry ficmas to you! 


It was the end of the afternoon. Anthony and Flea were still goofing around in the swimming pool at John's 
home. Chad was drying off on one of the lounge chairs already and sipping on a beer. John had taken off his t- 
shirt and was just wearing his swim shorts but he had not yet jumped into the pool. He turned around and 
looked for Josh. He didn't seem to be around the pool nor at the table where they had eaten a while ago. 


"Where's Josh?" John asked Chad. 


"Huh... Don't know." 


He obviously wasn't outside with them. The guitarist headed for the house and went into the kitchen. There 
was no sign of his friend but he heard some guitar playing coming from inside the house so he followed the 
music sounds to his living room where he found Josh sitting on the couch and playing on one of his acoustic 
guitars. 

"Not feeling like trying the pool?,” John asked. 

Josh turned around. 

"No." 

"Everyone's outside.. What's wrong?" 

"Nothing wrong, it's just too hot to be out there." 

John chuckled. 

"Yeah, | can imagine. If you weren't wearing a hoodie and two t-shirts, you'd be less hot." 

"l'm fine inside," Josh shrugged. 

John wasn't the prying type usually, but he felt like there was something a bit off with Josh. 

It was one of the first times they were hanging around all five of them outside of any work or music related 
situation. John had been working closely with Josh in the past few months and even if he wasn't part of the 
band, the other guys knew him well and John had thought it would be fun for him to be at the house party 
he had organized. Clearly, though, Josh wasn't having too much fun right now. 

"I know you... A little bit, at least. You're not fine.” 


Josh turned away and strummed on the guitar distractedly. 


"| didn't know you would do a pool party. | don't like to swim and.. | don't want to be ruining your and the guys’ 
fun and be the only one just hanging around next to the pool.” 


"You're not ruining anything. | promise you Flea won't throw you in the pool." 
Josh gave John a small smile. 
"Come on.. Don't stay alone in here." 


The younger man put the guitar aside and stood up. 


"But take off your hoodie, otherwise, you're gonna melt,” John added. 

Josh sighed but unzipped his hoodie and took it off before following John back in the backyard. 

Half an hour later, Josh had relaxed and boldly taken off his shoes and socks and rolled up his pants to his 
knees before going to sit on the edge of the pool to dip his feet in it. That was as much swimming pool action 
as he would allow but at least it was something and it made John smile. 

When the sun had set, everyone was out of the water. They had finished the evening with a few more rounds 
of drinks, laughing and talking about everything and nothing. Josh had dozed off while sitting in one of the 
lounge chairs during the conversation. 

The rest of the band had just left when John walked back on the patio and saw that Josh was still sleeping. 
"Hey, Josh..." John said not too loud as he nudged his shoulder. 

Josh's eyes snapped open John couldn't avoid laughing at his surprised face. 

"| fell asleep?" 

"Yep" 

Josh shook his head. 

"Sorry. Where are the others?" 

"They left. ‘bout five minutes ago." 

"Oh, shit.. That's embarrassing. | fell asleep in front of everyone?" 

Kinda, yes. But don't worry.. It was a long day.. Too much wine, too much sun.. It's ok" 

"Yeah, well.. | better wake up a bit more to drive back home too. What time is it?," Josh asked. 

"Almost midnight. You can sleep here, in the guest room. | don't want you to drive back if you're sleepy." 

"| don't think | should stay. You don't have to feel obliged, you know?" 

"You look like you're tired, so.. I'm not giving you any choice," John replied. 

Half an hour later, John had gone to his room upstairs and as far as Josh was concerned, he was on the bed 


in one of the two guest rooms of the house. He was still wearing his clothes and simply lying above the 
bedspread wide awake. 


He was definitely not ready to sleep again. He had been trying to refrain from getting up but after a while, his 
mind was racing and it had become too much. He knew that he would never manage to fall asleep if he didn't 
speak first with John about his behavior in the afternoon, It seemed like John hadn't been bothered after they 
had their little talk, before he went back outside and joined the others around the pool, but Josh knew that it 
wasn't that simple and he felt like he owed John an explanation. 

The younger man walked out of his room and crossed the hallway to get to John's room. They had gone to bed 
at the same time, probably more than an hour ago, and it was likely that John was sleeping already. Josh 
wondered whether it would be better to knock on the door or to walk inside. He raised his hand towards the 


door and then changed his mind and instead opened the door. 


Josh tiptoed inside John's room. It was dark but the curtains weren't drawn and there was a little bit of light 


coming through the window from some of the backyard lights so Josh could see where he was going. 


John was lying on his side, his face turned towards the door. Even in the relative darkness, Josh could see he 


was sound asleep. 

"John?" 

John didn't move. 

"John." 

Josh walked closer to the bed and said it a tad louder the second time. 


The guitarist finally moved and his eyes fluttered open It took John a moment to realize who was standing 


next to his bed. 
"Josh?.. Are you ok?" 
"Yeah.. Mostly, but | need to talk to you about something.” 


John blinked. He rolled on his back and sat up a bit before reaching to the side for the lamp on his nightstand 
and turning it on. He also had a quick glance at his watch next to the lamp. 


"You need to tell me something at 317 in the middle of the night?," John yawned. 
"| can't sleep. I'm sorry.” 
“Alright... So?" 


Josh sat on the edge of the bed next to John. 


"I haven't been fully honest with you this afternoon. When we were talking inside, before | went back out with 
you." 


John frowned for a few seconds as he was trying to recall what they had been talking about exactly. 
"Honest about what?" 
Josh crossed his arms across his chest and bent forward a little. 


"You were right. There was something this afternoon.. | wasn't comfortable with you guys being in the pool 


and.. Watching you. And when | say you, | mean the band but... Mainly you, John" 

John rubbed his still sleepy eyes and looked at Josh who was a little bit of a nervous mess. 

"I'm not sure l'm following what you're saying." 

"You know how | always liked the band and all about you guys, when | was younger," Josh started. 

"Yes." John said while waiting for the rest of the explanation. 

"Well, | was always fascinated when | saw live footages of the concerts and how you would play shirtless or 
naked and.. When the video for Give It Away was released, | was Il and.. | thought it was the coolest thing, like 
you were all outside and almost naked and it seemed all natural and you were beautiful and comfortable with it 


and all that.. And | wasn't like that, but | wished | were and..." 


Josh trailed off and didn't finish his sentence and when he saw John's eyes staring at him, he quickly averted 
his gaze and looked to the side. 


"So, seeing you today wearing just your swim shorts... It was a bit too much and.. As | said, l.. | didn't wanna be 


cought staring at you or something," Josh added. 
"Staring at me?," John smiled. "Like in.. Checking me out?" 
Josh covered his face with his left hand and nodded. 
John suddenly woke up a little more. 

"So you mean.. You liked what you saw this afternoon?" 
"John, please," Josh replied 


John pouted at Josh as an attempt to dedramatize the situation, because frankly, he couldn't see what was so 


terrible about what Josh had just told him. Actually... It was giving John some ideas... 

"Anything else you wanted fo tell me tonight?" John asked casually 

Josh shook his head for no 

"Anything else | can do for you since lm awake now?" 

John smiled when he saw that Josh didn't seem ready to stand up and leave. The younger man shrugged and 
rubbed his hands together and looked at John but didn't reply anything, John tilted his head, pondering what 


was going through Josh's mind. 


"Just so you know, Josh.. If you liked what you saw this afternoon, | can tell you that I'm pretty sure I'll like 
what | haven't seen yet." 


Josh was a little dumbfounded about what John had just said. Did John just tell him he..? Josh wasn't sure 
what to say or do. He didn't have to think too much more, though, because John made sure to get his 
message across by sitting up closer to Josh and caressing the back of his neck a few times before pulling him 


close enough for a kiss. 


Josh was way too surprised to react. He let John kiss him but didn't kiss back immediately and when he did, he 
only did so briefly. John pulled away and looked a little disappointed. 


"That was not a kiss. I'm not a fragile porcelain doll, Josh. Come on.. Don't hold back," John said. 

Josh hesitated at first but then he scooted a little closer and pressed his mouth against John's. This time, it 
was a real kiss and it was more passionate. John's hands slid across Josh's back and it was only when he 
hugged him closer that he realized that Josh was still fully dressed. 

When they broke away to catch their breath, John's hands slid under Josh's t-shirts to caress his lower back. 
| want to see you and feel your skin," John whispered against Josh's mouth. 

Josh certainly wanted to know how it would feel to have John touch him this way but he was too self- 
conscious. He was about to stand up and leave when he noticed the lamp on the bedside table. He stretched his 
arm and tried to reach for it to turn it off but John was faster and he stopped him. 

"No. You gotta play fair," John teased. 


"I'm... l'm not sure.” 


John pushed the sheets out of his way and sat up on his knees. He gently pushed Josh on his back on the bed 
and moved over him. He was just wearing boxers and Josh blushed at the sight of John almost naked hovering 


above him. 

"Not sure of what?," John asked as he lifted Josh' t-shirts and uncovered his stomach. 
".. Why would you do this?" 

"cause you're letting me." 


John winked at him and brushed his mouth against the exposed skin. Josh shuddered when John started to kiss 
and lick his belly button and when he felt the guitarists stubble scratch against his stomach. He closed his 
eyes and sighed loudly. His hands reached down and found John's head. 


It was a whole new world of sensations and pleasures, very different from being in bed with a girl. It was not 
only feeling John's few days old beard graze against his skin. It was also the slight roughness of the guitarists 
calloused fingers brushing over his sides. It was also caressing John's short hair - Josh had always liked John's 
boho look with his long hair but he had to admit that he was liking John's short hairdo more and more. And it 
was also the fact that John knew what he was doing and he was taking the lead. 


Josh snapped out of his musing and gasped when he felt John's hot mouth trace the outline of his hardening 
cock over the fabric of his thin cotton pants. John's hands traveled on his waist and hips and then back up to 
his stomach where Josh could feel short fingernails grazing down all the way to his lower abdomen. Josh didn't 
have anything remotely close to a six pack but there was a faint dip on each side of his lower abdomen where 
his v-lines might have begun if he had any. John's fingertips slid up and down alongside the imaginary lines, 
stopping at the boxers’ waistband which was peeking out of his pants, while his mouth continued to brush 
against Josh's crotch. 


"John. Dont.” 
John glanced up and saw Josh looking at him with a pleading look. 

"L. | dont want to.. | mean.. | like it but." 

"Okay... Don't worry," John answered 

The guitarist climbed back up on the bed to Josh's level and nuzzled his face against his neck 

"Relax... km not gonna do anything you don't wart" 

Josh turned his head and looked for John's face to kiss him again John let him do so and rolled the younger 
man on top of him at the same time. Josh sat up and shifted his body to straddle John more comfortably. He 


stared down at John's naked torso and caressed his chest with one hand. 


“Take these off," John said as he tugged on the hems of Josh's shirts. 


John's gaze locked with Josh's. 
"Please?" 


Josh bit his bottom lip and closed his eyes. A moment later, he finally grabbed the lower part of his t-shirts 
and pulled them over his head. 


John couldn't avoid smiling at the blush spreading across Josh's cheeks all the way down to his neck 
"You're beautiful” John simply said. "Dont tell me nobody ever told you that 

"No, but.. Is not the same when you say it. And I've never been in bed like this.. With another guy” 
John held Josh's waist with both hands 

"| know" 


He caressed Josh's stomach and let his fingers slide down the faint line of hair of his happy trail. Josh 
shivered and ran his hand through his hair and looked to the side and then back at John 


"Can | sleep here with you? | mean.. Just sleep." 

John waited a few seconds before replying, just for effect. 

"Sure." 

Josh moved off from John and reached for the lamp on the nightstand. He turned it off and sat up. John 
heard the sound of a zipper being pulled down and of the fabric of his pants falling down. Josh climbed back 
into bed and moved right next to John. 

"| meant it when | said | liked it," Josh said. 

"You liked what?" 


"The way you touched me." 


Josh placed his hand on John's face and traced the outline of his nose and eyebrows and then of his jawline 
with his fingers. 


"| like how that feels.. Your stubble." 


Josh turned to his side and kissed John before moving his head and rubbing his cheek on the guitarist's 


scruffy chin. 


"| thought you wanted to sleep," John said. 
"Yeah.. But maybe not immediately.. Maybe now | want something else." 


The younger man kissed John and pulled him on top of him. John broke the kiss and lifted himself up a little to 
look down at Josh lying under him. 


"What do you want now?" 

"Make me blush," Josh said softly. 

John chuckled 

"You turned off the lights. How will | know if you blush?" 


Josh moved his hands away from John's back and brought them to his own hips. He pushed his boxers down, 
knowing very well that John could feel what he was doing. 


"I think you'll know when | do..," Josh replied. 


